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Loup is the plaint when worth muſt yield to Fate, 


And the laſt honors on the patriot wait; 

When weeping crowds bedew the face of day, 
And Woe's black enſigns darken all the way; 
For thoſe whoſe genius born to bleſs mankind,* 
Its virtues cheriſh'd, or its vice confin'd : 

To Truth's clear path the truant mind reclaim'd ; 
By laws divine the human ſavage tam'd : 

For freedom only bade Britannia arm, 

And gave the peaceful arts an endleſs charm. 
Then o'er the tomb where their cold aſhes ſleep, 
The laurels tremble, and the marbles weep ; 
That point the great and good to deathleſs fame, 
And rouſe in manly breaſts the heav'nly flame. 


* Quique ſui memores alios fecere merendo, &c. 
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Theſe to her Hows a grateful country owes, 
Her boſom throbbing Mile her hand beſtows; mm 
Nor to the fragile ſtone, or mould'ring buſt, 
Her pious cares conſign the ſacred truſt : 
Beyond the pencil's pow'r, the ſculptor's art,* 
Its nobler tablet is the Briton's heart. 


That morn, what ſorrows gloom'd o'er Albion's ſhore, 
When burſt the ſigh----My Howe is now no more! 
When hov'ring Angels, round the death-bed ſpread, - 
Hymn'd the laſt requiem to the ſainted Dead; 

From kindred ſpirits heav'nly accents ſtole, 
And bore to bliſs divine the hero's ſoul ; 

Clos'd the bright ſeries of each glorious toil, 
And bade his virtues guard Britannia's iſle. 


But, ſee, where drooping by the lonely ſtrand, 
No common woe arreſts yon gallant band ; 
By hardſhips worn, and rough with many a ſcar, 
Their tears find furrows from the wounds of war ; 
All beat by wint'ry wind, or ſolar ray, 
Behold their ſcanty locks with ſervice grey : 


* The Vote of the Houſe of Commons for erecting a Monument to Earl Howe in St. 
Paul's Cathedral. | 
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Hearts that have brav'd the battle's rage unmov'd, 
To ſorrow ſoften'd----for the Chief they loy'd. 

In vain the rending ſigh beſtows relief, 

Or bounds the meaſure of heroic grief : 

With penſive ſteps as o'er his grave they bend, 

Still mem'ry points----the leader, guardian, friend. 
If England's glory plans ſome bold deſign, 

They ſee his preſence animate the line ; 

No certain danger can their breaſts control, 

Each gen'rous Tar feels all his leader's ſoul. 

Soon as the daring ſignal waves on high 

The foe invokes the wind, and haſtes to fly, 

To ſeek for ſafety by a timely flight, 

Nor try with Britain's ſons th* unequal fight. 

If midnight tempeſts o'er the ocean ſweep, 

Pile wave on wave, and raiſe the yawning deep, 
His mind ſerene aſſumes the pilot's art, 

Saves from the ſtorm, and cheers the drooping bre 
Should toil or famine on the ſailor wait, 


He ſhares his wants, and mitigates his fate. 
And when Diſeaſe pours forth his blaſts of death, 
And fainting ſquadrons ſicken at the breath, 
The hero's boſom ſwells with tides of grief, 
Prepares the balm, and gives the pang relief. 
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Oh ! you, companions of his mighty deeds,* 
While for her Hows a nation's mem'ry bleeds ; 
While midſt applauding Senates ſtarts the ſigh, 
| And ſtreams of ſorrow dim the patriot eye; 
| | How did the love of glory pant ſo ſtrong, 
| How rous'd your boſoms for your country's wrong ; 
When, urg'd by faithleſs councils, Gallia's hoſt 
Show'd her falſe lilies on Columbia's coaſt ; 
When, undiſmay'd by numbers to your view, 
Fair England's naval fame was ſav'd in you! 
How did the hoſtile ſtreamers glad your ſight, 
When, by his valour led, you | ſued for fight ; 


By Fate alone from half-earn'd laurels driv'n, 
And only yielded to the ſtorms of Heav' n. 


Or when Iberia's ſtandards leagued with France, 
Cs vict'ry ſure, the houſehold fleets advance ; j 
O'er ſeas yet crimſon'd with their kindred blood, 
Breathing revenge, the haughty Bourbon ſtood : 


* Alluding to the preparations made by Lord Howe when Count D'Eſtaing appeared on 
the coaſt of America in 1779. The Britiſh ſquadron conſiſted of two or three fail of the line, 
and a few 50 gun ſhips ; while that of the French was compoſed of 13 fail of the line, of 74 
and 80 guns. The intentions of the French Admiral were completely foiled ; and the ſquadrons 
when about to engage were ſeparated by a gale of wind. 


+ The defeat of Langara, off Cape St. Vincent, by Sir George, afterwards Lord, Rodney. 
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With envy look'd where Calpe's height commands 
Submiſſive homage from Heſperian lands ; 

And long'd, by fraud or famine, to obtain 

What all their vauntful threats eſſay d in vain. 

The ſtarving Briton felt his honor dear, 

Spurn'd the weak bribe, and hop'd for ſuccour near : 
When, ere the weſtern ſun had dipp'd the tide, 
From the lone rock Britannia's fleet was ſpied. 
Relief !----Relief !----tranſported hearts employ ; 
And famiſh'd warriors bound with ſudden joy.* 


Where, now, alas! th' infuriate Bourbon's boaſt !--- 
Her proud Armada ſeeks a pitying coaſt : 
The ſhelt'ring port receives the coward race 
That ſtamp their nation's deeds with foul diſgrace. 
To cloiſter'd monks their ſuppliant hands extend, 
Or elſe to ſaints in bronze their knees they bend; 
Where bigot prieſthood, arm'd with ſcourge and rod, 
Belies the vengeance of the Living God. 


Glad Europe's ſhores the Joyful tidings ſound, 
And Bourbon rankles with th' eternal wound. 
To Albion's cliffs they ſpeed on welcome gales, 
And Calpe's Mount his great deliv'rer hails. 


The relief of Gibraltar by Lord Howe in 1782, in the face of the combined fleet. 
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There Curtis felt the ſympathetic. fame: 
From bright example ſhap'd the courſe of Fame; 
When o'er his cheeks the ſhow'rs of pity ran, 
Till all the hero ſoften'd in the man; 
Now led thro' ſmoke and fire the dauntleſs brave, 
Now ſnatch'd the ſinking Spaniard from the wave.* 


On that fam'd ſpot, led by the Queen of Ifles, 
Immortal Elliot plann'd his matchleſs toils : 5 
When like ſome frowning Demigod he ſtood, 

And pour'd his thunders o'er the trembling flood; 
Saw at his nod Fate gloom on all around, 
And what the battle ſav'd the ocean drown'd. 


At length, when ſavage war and tumult ceaſe, 
And Europe foſters on the lap of Peace, 
Reviving Commerce lifts aloft her ſails, 

Quits the ſure port, and truſts to fav'ring gales : 


* Vide General Elliot's official letter on the deſtruction of the Spaniſh Floating Batteries, 
in Drinkwater's Hiſtory of Gibraltar, Sir R. Curtis then commanded the brigade of Seamen ; 
was firſt Captain to Earl Howe on the Firſt of June, 1794; or, to ſpeak more correctly, 
Captain of the Fleet, the Union being Earl Howe's flag. 
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Safe thro' the tide the lab'ring cargoes ſweep, 
No cannon's roar diſturbs the tranquil deep: 
The naval warrior ſhares his loy'd repoſe, 
Nor dreams of reſtleſs ſeas, and England's foes. 
The buſied City, and the cultur d Farm, 
Convey to diff rent minds the varied charm : 
Gay ſmile the ſiſter Arts in jocund reign; 
Joy trips before, and Pleaſure ſwells the train. 
Wide the diffuſive bleſſing darts its rays, 
And Nature hails anew her golden days. 


Above the reſt fair Poeſy was ſeen, 
Known by her native eaſe, and placid mien: 
Sweet were the notes ſhe tun'd to mirth and glee, 
And dear her haunts beneath ſome hallow'd tree : 
And oft, as Court or City wooed the Maid, 
Her baſhful charms retrac'd the fylvan ſhade : 
Of harmony on earth, and peace, ſhe ſung ; 
Hope never loſt, and Love for ever young. 


Oh! had thoſe halcyon days from year to year, 
In long ſucceſſion, preſs'd their bright career ; 
Nor left to damned deeds a ruthlefs age, 
To fiends and furies worſe than Vandal's rage. 
From France, the nutſe of manners, and of crimes, 
The Hydra ſprung, the Genius of the times: 
h C 
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Alike the tyrant and the ſlave of Pow'r, 

On carnage bent, to plunder and devour : 

See wearied Life with blood and torture vex'd, 
And, oh! tremendous horror ! doubt the next ; 
Hence laws defied that ſave from moral ſtains, 
And preſent guilt that fears no future pains ; 
Hence poliſh'd Order to confuſion ran, 

All that degrades the ſavage from the man: 
The ſacred fane no more ſhall incenſe raiſe, 
Or Hallelujahs to Jehovah's praiſe; ; 

The throne, the altar, to deſtruction hurl 'd, 
And worſe than ſecond chaos threats the world. 


While trembling at their fate the Nations ſtood, 
And ſeem'd to totter o'er a gulph of blood ; 
Not aw'd by tumult, or debas'd by crimes, - 
And faction brooding midſt polluted times; 
By ſeas encircled, Britain, free from harm, 
Reclines with fafety on her naval arm: 
Fair Liberty's retreat from impious Lands, 
Her fix d Palladium, here her altar ſtands; 
No tyrant's will controls a Nation's voice, 
The throne exalted on the people's choice. 


Soon as fierce Winter checks his boiſt'rous reign, 
And quits the howling ſhore and ruffled main, 


- 15 


Impell'd by Summer ſeas and vernal gales, 
Britannia's ſquadrons ſpread their ſwelling fails : 
Her fav'rite Hero bears her dread commands, 

To aid the weak, and puniſh guilty Lands ; 

The Nations, wiſhful, view her flag unfurl'd, 
And Hope once more gleams o'er the wat'ry world. 


Behold, oh ! Gallia, as thy wrath ſucceeds, 
The great revenger of thy murd'rous deeds : 
High Heaven approves, at length, and gives the nod ; 
He comes to conquer in the name of God.* 


* Every anecdote which relates to the glorious Firſt of June is worthy of record. In the 
morning the ſignal was made, that there was time ſufficient for breakfaſt ; which alſo allowed 
the ſternmoſt ſhips to get into their ſtations, When Sir Roger Curtis informed the Admiral 
that the line was complete, he replied, with great emphaſis Ten up with the helm, in the 
name of God ” And, impreſſed with the ſolemnity of the ſentiment, for no man could better 
feel its value than the noble Admiral, he pierced the French line, ſo cloſe to the ſterm of the 
Montagne, that Captain Bowen thought the fly of the Republican enſign grazed the fore- 
rigging of the Queen Charlotte. No language can deſcribe the magnificent appearance of the 
Queen Charlotte, at that time, as ſeen from the windward, Being right before the wind, her 
ſtern was diſtinctly perceived, while ſhe fired from both ſides, till ſhe hauled up under the lee 
quarter of the Montagne. On mentioning this circumſtance, next day, to his Lordſhip, be 
was pleaſed to obſerve, that he expected to take the French Admiral by furprize, and 
thought he had in a great meafure ſucceeded ;”* for the lee-guns of La Montagne were not 
cleared for action. His Lordihip, on the evening before, had informed his gallant crew how 
he intended to engage, ſhould the wind continue as it then was; ſo that, as ſoon as the ſtar- 
board guns ceaſed to bear on the ſhip next aſtera of the French Admiral, in an inſtant the whole 
of the ſeamen were at their weather · guns. Every gun was.double-ſhotted during this conflict, 
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Bright from the main the orient Morning ſpread, 
That ne'er muſt ſet on many a warrior's head: 
Soft in the bellying ſails the breezes fleep, 
And ſcarce a fleecy wave deforms the dees; 
A flag“ unknown to Neptune's wide domain 
Shed its faint ſtreamers o'er the azure plain ; 
There tower'd thoſe banners, dy'd in civic blood, 
And claim'd the Trident of the humbled Flood. 
Meanwhile, revolving in his manly ſoul _ 
Fate's ſtern decrees, that human might control, 
Britannia's Hero bade the fignal fly, | 
And the loud cannon ſhakes the vaulted ſky : 
Quick thro' the trembling hoſt he darts his courſe, 

And ſwift as lightning deals the thunder's force. 
| Huge piles of ſmoke in curling volumes riſe, 
Obſcure the ſeas, and darken all the ſkies ; 
Save where tha flaſh illumes the ſev'ring cloud, 
Gleams round the maſt, or quivers thro? the ſhroud. 
Wide o'er th' embattled Line the fight extends, 
The ocean bellows, and the welkin rends | 


which -explains the dreadful carnage of Frenchmen, 700 being killed and wounded in La 
Montagne, according to their own account ! !! mn ha 69%" po 
the capture of Admiral Villaret Joyeuſe. | 


* The tri-coloured flag ; originally intended for the Nation, the Law, and the King of the 
conſtituting Aſſembly. 
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Till, far and near, the echoing concave bounds, 
With hoarſer clangors and remoter ſounds. 

Now thro' the ſmoke ſome ſtately veſſel rears, 
Now half-diſclos'd her painted form appears; 
There craſh the ſtayleſs maſts, and ſtrew the deck, 
And leave the ſhatter'd hull a helpleſs wreck. 
Where'er his foes with fiercer ardour wage, 

Or where the battle frowns with warmer rage, 

The vet'ran Chieftain bids his vengeance ſpread, 
And heaven-deputed Genii guard his head; 

His fiery track is mark'd by crimſon waves, 

And ſhroudleſs Frenchmen doom'd to wat'ry graves : 
Till Horror, ſated with the waſte of blood, 

| Appeas'd the battle's rage, and fmooth'd the flood. 


So when ſome brooding tempeſt raves for birth, 
And deep convulſions ſhake the lab'ring earth, 
Thick black' ning clouds, portentous of the ſtorm, 
Obſcure the Sun, and Nature's face deform ; 

Swift thro' the gloom the livid lightnings glare, 
And peals of thunder rend the yielding air : 

Loud whirlwinds riſe, and ſweep the tott'ring tow'rs ; 
A ſudden deluge o'er the landſcape pours ; 

Down the rough ſteep the headlong torrents daſh ; | 
Torn from their roots the leafleſs foreſts craſh ; 
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Th' abodes of man and beaſt by ſtorm defac'd, 
Till half Creation ſeems a dreary waſte. 


Thus Gallia's Navy ſtrew'd the liquid plain, 
And Britain triumph'd o'er the ſubject main.“ 


The merits of this victory will always be appretiated from the obſtinate reſiſtance of the 
enemy. The Fleets may be faid to have been equal in force, as near as the number of ſhips 
in each can be reckoned: the French had moſt ſhips of the line ; but the Engliſh had more 
or” But, on the evening of the 29th of May, three fail, diſabled, left the enemy's 

cet; and, by great geod luck, they were joined, before the action of the Firſt of June, by 
three others, 

The French fleet was commanded by officers, who, in the language of Jacobiniſm, were- 
faid to be of © tried civiſm ;” the ſeamen were a choſen body, and all enthuſiaſts in the new 
order of things. A Commiſſioner of the Convention was, moreover, embarked on board 
the Montagne; partly with a view to harangue the ſeamen, as had been ſo ſucceſsfully done in 
the army; and alſo to watch the conduct of the Admiral. The French certainly exceeded 
their uſual naval bravery ; but Britiſh valour never appeared greater. In a general action there 
never was ſo much done in fo ſhort a ſpace ; for two Engliſh and ſeven French ſhips were totally 
diſmaſted in feur hours. Some of the French ſhips are reported to have had furnaces on board 
for heating ſhot; but they were, probably, never lighted. The French Captains, on leaving 
Breſt, are faid to have taken an oath never to ſtrike their colours ; but their conſciences were 
left pretty eaſy on that ſcore, for the Engliſh ſhot ſaved them the trouble. 

The following Note is taken from the ſecond Volume of the Author's Work on the Diſeaſes 
of the Fleet.“ As we may net again have occaſion to mention the Victory of the Firſt of 
June, we mult beg leave to contradict the ſtatement of ſome occurrences on that day, relative 
to the ſinking of the Vengeur. It was ſaid that the Frenchmen who went down in that ſhip, 


as long as their heads were above water, continued to cry aloud “ Vive la Republique !'—- 


and with this expreſſion in their mouths ſank to the bottom. Somehow or other this account 
got into the Engliſh Papers, and ſoon reached France. But the whole is a falſehood ; and 1 
have it from the authority of the Britiſh Officers who attended to fave the people, and ſaw the 
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Nor yet exulting for herſelf alone, 

For the bright meed by Engliſh valour won : 
To Europe's groans her godlike pity bends ; 
To States oppreſs'd her guardian arm extends ; 
And while her trident awes the circling ſea, 
She ſhows the Nations how they might be free. 


Such were the deeds that ſhall embalm thy Name, 

And bear to lateſt times thy ſpotleſs fame : 

While Liberty for Britain has a charm, 
While free-born rights ſhall call her fons to arm, 
Her riſing warriors here ſhall often turn, 

And feel their breaſts with nobler ardour burn: 
The hardy vet'ran, as he melts in ſighs, 
Shall point the naval Chief to youthful eyes : 
« Tf matchleſs worth, that never courted fame; 
„If Truth and Faith were ever mortal aim; 

« A heart prepar'd to fear no earthly foe, 

« Yet mov'd to pity at the tale of woe; 

«© Unſullied honor; faultleſs, tho' ſevere ; 
That knew no faſhion but to be ſincere; 


diſmal cataſtrophe. The ſcene preſented a very different ſpectacle: all was horror and diſmay; 
and no ſuch words were ever uttered. Barrere, in the Convention, made a fine text of the 
zeport, in expatiating on the Naval Vidory of his redoubtable friend Jean Bon St. Andre. Vo- 
tive tablets were immediately decreed to the manes of the ſufferers ; and a three-decker ordered 
to be built, and called Le Vengeur.” [Vide Med, Nautica, v. II. p. 19. Longman and 
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< Rich from deſert, victorious by his ſword ; | 


4 'Tho' bred in Courts, yet never broke his word: 

« Firm to his purpoſe, bove all factious zeal ; 

« Friend to no party but the public weal : 

« While changling patriots ſway'd as intereſts move, 
« His wiſh was England, and his Sov'reign's love!“ 
Such were thy virtues ; thus thy honors ſhone ; 

And long ſhall grace thy monumental ſtone. 

Hail! Life well ſpent! May Britain's joys increaſe ! 
Thy parting labours gave her hope and peace !* 


Accept, bleſt Shade! while yet our tears complain, 
This laſt ſad tribute, but no venal ſtrain : 
Dear are the drops which Mem'ry loves to ſhed, 
Where friendly viſions paint the hallow'd Dead. 
How finely knit the kindred paſſions riſe, 
Buoy up the foul, and bind us to the ſkies : 
How fondly Fancy ponders all the paſt, 
Reviews each fcene, and lingers o'er the laſt ; 
Till ſtruggling Senſe the pictur'd griefs impart, 
And ſoft Remembrance pours forth all the heart. 
To yonder grave ſhe moves with wiſtful eyes, 
And marks the turf where gallant Douglas lies : : 


* The laſt public navel: ad Riad Oc was, to bear his pete d Commiſhon to 
ſettle the diſorders of the Fleet lying at St. Helens, in May 1797. 

Earl Howe dicd on the 5th of Auguſt, 1799 ; full of days, riches, and honour ; the idol 
of Britiſh ſeamen, and boaſt of the nautical profeſſion. 
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Oh ! taught by thee to earn the hero's name ; 
Like thine his lot, to ſwell the liſts of Fame: 
Juſt ſeen, his riſing ſtar diſclos'd its ray, 
Blaz'd in its orb, then ſped to heav'nly day. 
No more freſh glories check a country's ſighs, 
His ripen'd virtues early ſought the ſkies :* _ 
So the kind Genius of imperial Rome, , 
For ſongs of Triumph ſtrew'd Marcellus' tomb. 
Or, haply bending to the weſtern wave, . 
She claims each warrior from his wat'ry grave; 
Where ſea-born tribes their lov'd remains bedew, 
And watch thy tomb, lamented Montague. 
Or elſe where Fame, on ſounding pinions borne, 
Wakes with her ſhouts the radiant bluſh of Morn : - 


* Sir Andrew Douglas, Captain of the Queen Charlotte, on the Firſt of June, -1794 ; and 
fought that ſhip in the action off Groa, on the 2gd of June, 1795, when much of the honor 
of the day fell to his ſhare. He died in 1797, in the prime of life, 


Purpureos ſpargam flores, animamque nepotis : 
His ſaltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Munere. 


ANneip. 


} Captain James Montague, of his Majeſty's ſhip Montague; killed on the Firſt of June, 
1794+ | 1 255 
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22 
' Bids round each brow the victor's garland twine, 
And weaves freſh wreaths at Hut's* and Harvey's ſhrine. 


If yet while Order has on earth a foe, 
And States ſhall riſe or fall by moral woe ; 
If yet thy ſainted form protects our ſphere, 
Oh! hear a Nation's groans----a Nation's pray'r : 


Save from domeſtic feuds----domeſtic ſtrife ; 


And guard----oh ! guard thy darling Monarch's Life ! 
In council cautious, but in action ſtrong, 

Juſtice her ſword, whene'er ſhe ſuffers wrong : 
Should foreign foes aſſail her ſea-girt ſhore, 

Oh ! watch thoſe Rights thy valour ſav'd before. 
And thou, ſweet Liberty, with bliſsful ſmile, 
Still deeper root thy virtues in our Iſle ; 

Still may thy bloſſoms glow in laſting youth 
The Plant, the Planter, all of Britiſn growth! 
Bid Faction, Diſcord, and Contention ceaſe, 
And bind the peopled earth in endleſs peace ! 


Thus the young trav'Iler, when he leaves his home 
For diſtant ſhores and dangers yet to come, 


* Captain John Hut, of the Queen, the flag ſhip of Sir A. Gardner: died of the wounds 
he received on the 2gth of May, 1794+ 


+ Captain John Harvey, of the Brunſwick : died of the wounds he received on the Firſt of 
June, 1794, while engaging the Vengeur, which ſhip ſunk after the action. 
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Receives from parent lips a bleſſing firſt, 
Some kind advice to guard him from the worſt ; 
Onward he wanders, carols as he goes, 
The ſaint-like counſel cancels all his woes; 
What tho his footſteps thro? the deſert run, 
He knows what paths to tread, what brakes to ſhun, 
And happy ends his journey as it was begun. 
FINIS. 
» 
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